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Hox. Bex. F. Loax, 8t Joseph, Member of Con-
greas, Beventl: Congressional District,

How. Wirtias Henex, of Aundrow, Judge Cir-
oulit court, 12th Judicia! District.

I. C. Panxen, Cireunit Attorney,

COUNTY OFFIUERS.
A, O. HOLLISTER, «uiuinis sonreiesns Hapresontative,
A N BOBBY vensor sennneesse snsesssCirouis Clerk.
. sesee Shevill,

Co. Court,
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Wannes B DavIf, o Ulerk,
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Lrofessional Cavds,

. L. PARIRISIL,
A’I’TOILNH\' AT LAW,. Oregon, Mo, will
give prompt atlention to !l Lusiness en-
trusteil to his care, in Novth-Wost Missouri and
Knnsas,
OFFICE—Iin the Court Huuse,
nl-ly

DIR. O, =, MICIZNK,
TENDERS his profesuionn] serviows to the oit
izens of Oregon and vieinity, Al calls will
recuive prompt attention duy-or night, exoept
wiien professionnlly engngod,
OFFI0E-—=At Residence
ultm

Drw. Harrvis & Yoummnnes,
PHYBICIANS AND SURGEONS,
FOREST CITY, MO..

TRN!IHI{ their profossional servicens te the eit-

fzens of Forest City and vicinity. All ealls

will recsive prompt wttention, day or uight,
u8 Gm

J. M. IBUMEPS,
PHYSICIAN' AND SURGEON,
OFFICE~At Poter's Drug Store,
OREGON, -~ - .+ - « DMISSOUNLI,

ENDERS his professional serviees to the
oitigecs of Orcgon and vicluity, All onlls
wlllzrc;:uin prompt attention, day or night.
n:t

JAMES SsCOTT,
TAX-PAYING AND REAL ESTATE AGENT,
Oregon, Holt County, Mo,,
'WILL attond promptly to nll business en-

trasted to lis care. Ius o number of
ood Tarme Tor salo,
OFFICE—At Residence.
n tf

T. W. COLLINS,
ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR AT LAW,
OREGON, Mos
OFFICE—Iu Brick Block, Northwest ocorser
Public Bquare,

ILL Practice in the eourts of Holt and ad-
Jjouining countics,
nl-ly

IR D. MARIKLAND,
ATTORNEY AT LAW,
OREGON, MISSOURT,
OFFICE—B8outheust room in court-house,

1LL GIVE prompt attention to any business
entrusted to Lis care in the Twelfth Judicial
Distriot. &y
nl-ly

Zook & VanDBuskirlk,
ATTORNEYS AND COUNBELLORS AT LAW,

Real Estate, Claim Jgents, and Con-
veyancers,

OREGON, - - - - MIBBOURI,
WILL ivo special attention to the collection

of Oluims, the sale of lands, the ﬁnymenl
of Taxes for non-Residents, nnd the Redemp-
tion of Dolinguent Lands for Northwest Mo,

| QFFICE—~ovar the store of Cottroll, Koeeves,

& {Jlui North-West.corner Public Spuare.
oy |
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JHOLME & BROTIIEILR,
Y0 Wholssalg and Retad Doalers in

Saddles, Hammess,
Leather, Hides, Trunks, Valises,
efe., ele.,
'No.. 88 Becond 8t., Nearly opposite Post Office,
¢ 8T, JOSEPI, MO.
n7 3m t
* - Mamuol 'Watson & Sons,
M0 " MBNUPAOTURNRS OV
“‘Cassimeres, Watinetts, Jeans, Blan-
kets, Filno kds, Linseys, ¥Yarns,
QREGON, MO.
ﬂrnou Oarding, Fulling, Coloring, sad
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“ONLY.”
Onéy a withored rose-hud !
ut ehe wore it in hier halr,
When she, in glorious beauty,
Was like that rose-bud fair ;
But as the flow'rets wither
In dewy morning tide,
With all their sweetness round them,
Bo uhie, fair rose-bad, died.
And now, alas! she's sleeping
Where tho rose-tree’s earliest bloom
Beattors its frageant tear-dvops
In gorrow o'er her tomb,

Only an old time ballad !
But a eong she used to sing
Though worthless, perhaps, to others,
To mo n sncred thing,
Ab! that grave! in it the musio
Of my heart lies buried deep ;
Sioce that kunny summer morning
When they laid her there to sleop,
Oh, the long, long years I've waited !
Oh, the years that yet may como !
Ere 1 join the aweet-voiced singer
In our Father's happy home.

Only o few old lotters!
Yellow and dim with yoors;
But oft this faded writing
ath been baptizsed with tears,
For she, whase denr band weote them,
Lies 'neath the churehyard sod
Up in the starry heavens  *
ITer wpirit lives with God,
Oh, thnt those gates wonld open,
Aud sho, with outstretohed hand,
Would lead me to the glories
Of the far-off better land!

MY CONTESSION.

LT LMMA A, BROWN,

.

They tell me I must die. T look
from 1wy narrow window and gee the
broad lunds befere me in all their ver-
dure and beauty. Iwatch thesunbeams
gliny along the cold stone floor, and al-
most forget how it sll came about.
Then I glsnce toward the leavy iron
docrs, and upon the grated window, and
the dreary truth coraes buack to me in
ita droad reality. Yes, I must die, but
there will be no pomp or catentation of
mourning on my exit from this weary
world; they will be glad to be rid of
me—na curso to the carth, The strecis
will not be thronged with mowrners on
the day of my burial; in fact I much
loubt il thero will Le cven o tear shed
in conurisoration of the poor wretch
who will be to-morrow eensigned to the
tomb, and left to the dread trilunal
that**judges tha quick aud dead.” And
why should it be otherwise? What
liave I ever Cone to mankind to be any-
thing but o torture to them and aliving
death to myself? Why should any one
mourn for me~ the condemned erimingl,
gentenced to die?  Yes, I must die;
but it will be upon the gallows—the
proper death for a murderass! I will
tell you my story and let you judge for
yourself,

Poor, alone, and unloved, I had real-
ized the deep misery, tho pitiable situ-
ation of n dependent, Iy parents
died when I was very young—too young
to profit by their pure counsel, orl
never should have been where 1 now
am. I was adopted by my father's
brother, a man who knew not the mean-
ing of the word poverty any more than
he knew the signification of charity, but
who thought **it would not look well if
something was not done for Leonard’s
child,” a cold, proud man, wrapped in
himself, his riches, and his motier}ess

childhood had passed, and the quiet
maiden was becoming the proud, unloy-
ed and unloving woman. ~ And then the
erisis came—the beginnivg of that
which was eventually to make mo what
I am, and, unless our master pities me,
will send my soul to lasting destruction,

Upon what slight pivots turns the
wheel of human life, and how often
some circumstance of no evident impor-
tance—sometimes & . mere word-——will
prove tho turning point in one’s exist-
ence, And so, that bright sommer
day, when wandering through my un-
ele's gpacious grounds, I encountered
John Wellington strolliug leisurely by,
I little thought that I gazed upon my
destiny, Yes, lic was my destiny—he
or tlt“\lh.

I met him afterwards in the crowded
talons of my uncle’s residence, and
through mere courtesy was introduced
to his notice.  Ile appeared interested
soughtmy side during the evening, talk-
ing pleasantly and striving to draw me
into conversation, while evidently per-
plexed at my reticence. But I had
cuught the baleful rlance of my cousin
fixed upon we, and my heart sank with-
in me as I thought L was displeasing
ler in some unaceountable manner.
After that - I grow reckless; I knew 1
had unconsciously crossed her, and
feoling that it was 1oy fate always to
be in her way, 1 pursusd my acquaint.
ance with Mr, Wellington. A promi-
nent member of society, and an *“elligi-
ble mateh,” le obtaiied ready access
to my uncle’s house, and by Lis own ex-
ertions I was often thvown into his com-
pany, until I came to regard Lim as the
one ray of light in my dark path—my
dear, my only friend.  And Mildred
was 60 quict and kind—she was wait-
ing.

At lagt her patient waiting wos re-
warded. The finel denvicient enme,
ono evening, at o erowded assembly.
parsing through the pay epartrents
with my s in that of 1y new found
friend, I heatd o low, eweal voice men-
tion my neme os though not aware that
[ waas in the vieluity. I turned iu the
divection of the cpoaker and gaw may
in ¢ ":--i'_\' “::";"I 11 converaation
with several Tadies and gentlemen of her
geleod acquaiutisuss, | bom |
recognized nz distinguished members of
geciety.  Involontarily my enr eanght
her words, and Far worse,—God pity
ma—Jolin Wellir rton heard them also.
I heard her breathe forth nfonl and eru-
el lie, a slander whose blighting breusth
would blast my fare name forever. 1
listened with s dying heart, sud then my
regolve was tuken, ‘Twrning towards mny
companion with a bright smile, I made
gome merry remark, and though I no-
ticed his sudden ebstraction, and saw
his wondering look fixed upon we, yet I
felt that he was 2edne ; 1 had won him
in spite of all, T kuew then—T conl
not believe it otherwise—that John
Wellington. loved me, and no base slnu-
der would change his olleginnee. I had
studied this man ! Lnew thut

oOvE

Fovie ol w

well, and
nothing would mave Lis (rust in the wo-
wan he loved, eave her ovn falsencss,
He cought un explavation of my cousin’s

daughter, who inherited all her father's

pride and selfishnesa. 1

stone was hard and e

never went ont to Ler

done ; and so my life

and drearincss, my v

for human sympathy

love, In the midst of '

have been my frien '

alone to strive, to wor
God pity  ye, poo:.

tals, who must toil your v -

toil alone! How & th 1

secm to the most zeal v

out a word of encour

from human lips. A

says, “‘work on, O m .1 o

Jing your progress ; I g doi

of you, and longing

- -

gible ; I am ever ready v ! | |
never with censure,” thon doog he L
heart pluck up new ¢ ouiig, e
feet walk on with ! | vigor,

load js lighter thatr  upo

help ye, lone mortals
t seemed B0 strar - Lol vl le A

fsyat , surrounded Ly Loy wenld
riends and enjoying this worll us s
88 one who lives for self wlone cun, |

gloomier heart,with no Lhope'in this life
or the life to come. ‘Il Tile to corun!
It was the contempltion of that (1o
whioh I shrank apyullod, fesring b
end of existence, ax. longiug 1o pieree
with my mortal vikion the roalms be
yond the tomb,

' done to opder.
"Ul‘:;ll;‘ one to order akemy,

And go time drepged Ly wutil my

and weighs it down s [ o ful " God|

dred Livingston wis ‘vl « v nad | s

must go on with a gloomy fago un I we 4 by the gouinl wis

words, I conld pive him none, but
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i S0 e daye roliad by aad ay %
| ding CRy oppooached, wi il my heot
RECWSgLL Wil Witigl, 1 b LA L
N ol Lig ueturs
\ <ho ‘.‘I.- wid overlooked the foul I
iler cast uj we, brauded 16 ss & lig
:II'. ] the auther n weren [ his hate,
I wus arly B JEW ) it ALGIDOULF, &
;-."Jl.‘i']...'l'_'. of Feuinstobed cocl sulli
ent inosell to u] with ter-
rible force, and the wicchiivl wes done.
| Ha believed we guilty of porjury ; that

e e e ete

Iwas int dive to marey him while I
was really ' {0 another by every tie
of affect] to 1arry him for his gold,

And I o il writhed in anguish,
while slie, wid I ealled my Kinswo-
man, the sutlor and perpetrator of this
bage ealumn v, snecrod at me and taunt-
ed mo. ] poor and friendless ; no
one belicvel me, Had our positions
been reyve: oo i, and I stood in the place
of wy woil v cousing I would have
been ered ted 3 or, if not really beliov-
ed, it wou 1 have been set down as per-
fectly r tierely a whim of the heir-
ess. L nd not the all-powerful
gold, so ife, my soul’s life, must
pevish i ce and shame,
But uh ! it was not 8o to be. I had
my father’ o pirit, and I, Edith Livings-
ton, was 1ot Lo be an outeast, disgraced
by the » o ofF & woman who would
gtoop t anything to goin the desid-
eratum  her Lopes, for now I knew
that M3 ved leved John Wellington,

It w proved to the satisfaction
of hepy ¢ five hundred [friends,' all
of thom v ho took the trouble to netice

an afinir connected with 2o insignificant

n per a3 wyself ; the engagement
was il 1 null and void, and I was
to lin anger- in the land of o free
nation. whers “every man i3 free and
equs! ' nd yet whore God is not wor-

A \
st | L 1] LA

sun set again,

I vous preparing (o loave the house,

for L -ou'd Gve there no longer; thel
tous: thut had Yoen to mo the scene of |
$0 1t uy heart throes, and yet where I
ad cxperionced the only joy that had
over visited wy dreary life. I hud de-
temuived (o pay farewell to no one, for
no vve cared forme; buat pasging thre?
the v ‘¢ hall on my way from the house |
L heard the well known voice of thel

man who bad once been by iutended |
hgsbind,  Lomething—the incarnate
spiric of evil, T think, prompted me to
cuter the library whence the tones is-
sued, and I saw, ns T expeeted, the man
Lloved und the woman L hated, ay, loath-
I abhorred | 1 spoke to ler,
told Ler 1 was going away forever, nud
lin o proud, celm tone, bude her adieu,

cily duspised,

| She motioned we to remain, und lean-
ling curoles sly ugaiust an open cabiuet,
T sy tited her moyements,

Dever shall L forget the horror that
froze my blood while I listened to the
aceusations with which ghe Joaded e,
Dovwa, down m borror’a deepest ubyss
did I feel wy soul sivk, '--rili%c the wan
I Joved sat cplmly and coolly by and
listened 5 for oh! Ha was bencath the
snchauter’s power, the sybil’s spell was
upon him.  Pausing ot for u mo-
went, but pessiog rapidly from ouo ly-
1oy necusation to anotaer, she reached
@ point that stung wy soul to wadness.
Gouded by roge I turned blindly towsrds
the eabiuet, and grosping o londed pis-
tol with which sho had Deen toying, 1
raizod it and deltberetely fired, One
shriek of agony, a convulsive moveinent
of the arms, a borrible distortion of her
Losutitul features, and she was dead—
I was ¢ murdercss!  Afltsr that all
was davk, aud then I was Lappily un-
conseicus for muny homrs,

I had no friends. Justice turned the
cold shionlder apon me, unassisted s I

a3 by the almighty dollar, and when
found myself, on returning to con-
sionsness, in the damp  prison eell, I
uew what 1y foto wes to be. In the
court of jugtice,” o3 it is termed, I
fend guilty,  Whot had I to live for?
s well to die now 08 Lo drag away my
roury life inen prison cell, and I knew
hut was the only slternative. Sol
nsie no excusze, attewmpted no pallia-
ion ; I told my acory simply, end, as I
mpected, received no credence.

i nat in that court room and looked
into John Wellington’s face, during all
the Cvead trial,  His testimony was di-
reetly sgeingt we, but I had auticipated
ite I knew the decision before the jury
rendered tho verdict. I avoue, and stood
wilh calm Lree and tightly folded hands,
listening to the ronding of the centence;
and the crowds that thronged the court
room went away with horrified looks that
| the prisoner should be so hardened, The

gcntonce was prouounced, the stereotyp-

¢d phrases sin ‘il!f into my bigin ; Iean
repeat every vord of it now: ¢To be
t havgzed by the neok until you ave dead !
That wes all I comprebended ot firat,
ond the unmesning consolation of my
counsel was all lost upon me while I
stood there very calm and atiil bowing
coldly to the presiding judge ot the con-
clusion of his remarks concerning their
“diglike to havg o woman,” It was
all over, <
ok ik o e ko kK kK

Yes, to-morrow I die. The thought
does come home now. Ohb! were I only
permitted to die with his precious love

surrounding me, it would be all I would
osk. But no! Alone I came to the
world, alone 1 have lived, alone will I
die. Ob! John, John, it is terrible to
dieand know that you will not even
honor my memory! My life’s world is
in gloom, the stars are quenched, and
my heart filled with ““the blackest dark-
ness.”

I know I am to suffer too severe a
punishment, but I lack the power to
prove the truth, and must die; it will
only be a little sooner to leave this
world, I know our Saviour hath pity,
and will He not receive me, even at the
cleventh? Methinks T see the dear
urms outstretched to weleome me, and
hear the loving voice whisper, “This
day shalt thou be with me in paradise.”

To thee, oh, busy world, o long, last
adien,  Thou hast happy lives for some,
but I have tasted the Ham-r dregs, *l
have seen an end of all perfection.” I
o down to the dend with a soul that
cannot tear itself from its carthly idol,
and yet longs for our father to receive
It.

Aund 50 to-morrow’s sun rises on me
for the last time 5 I shall nover see the
I the world will rogarid
my last wish, I would be buried deep
under the green grase, and the mound
beneath which they lay my nshes bear
upon a marble tablet, “ Jmplora elerna
quiote?  This is my last wish; I Lard-
iy expect it to be regarded,

And now, oh world, farewell! I trust
that to-morrow I shall bo in a purer,
holier sphere, among those who have
‘‘eome out of great tribulation, and
have washed their robes and made them
white in the blood of the Lamhb.** DMy
soul is calm ond sustained ; I awm rest-
ing "neath *‘the Itock that is higher than
[,” and I am content. The sun is sot-
ting, and I must wateh it descend for
the last time ere I prepare for the com-
ing morrow. l-'.u‘e\'.'u?.[.duhu; farewell
beautilul world

The Voyange of Ocean---The Voyago
1o the IHenvenly Land.

All day and all night, for two long
woeks, I loy  stretched in my  wretehed
berth in the steamship, waking wy
hideous pnrgatorinl pastage from Enrope
to Amerien,  The berth was so0 ghovt
that 1 could bue just struighteu wysely
therein, end so nurzow that I could but
Just keep mysell theveon ; sud the con-
comitants wers all after the same seant
pattern, And do you suppose I ever

stretched myself out theve without being
rominded, by iay limitation, of thot
which I Lad been used to, and whiech I
was seeking in my ownhome? Do vou
suppose I ever looked through that
bull’s-eye window without thinking of
my ownample window that overlooks the
bay? Do you suppose I ever saw the
damp stinking furniture of the close
cabin that I dil not think of my own
airy chambers and the sweev weath of
ieaven in my own halls? There was not
one discorlort that did not suggesta
comfort. There was not one unplensant
thingz thatdid not suggest something
vleatant,  There was not one word or
L‘.‘-D'.: from a fellow pascenger that did
net bring to my thought some absent
but desived one,

And as it is in a voyage wpon the
ocean, 8o it is in o voyage nevoss the
soa of lifa to the heavenly lend. Our
experiences and ruflerings wre but so
meny bands that point to us to tie other
world, saying. *“I'bere it shall notbe as
itia hore ; for hereit is in perfect, thero

crfect;  Lore sorowlul, there joyful ;
wore weak, there  sirong i hera erume
Lling, there undecaying 3 Lere zinful)
there Loly; here exile«(, there children
.t home,”

Godt he thanked, threagh the TLord
Jesus Cluist, for the promice of thelife
that is to come, and for thess sweet
carnests of the Spirit which tell us that
the experiences which are begun in us
Gtod shinll consummate, and that which
we have in smell and in  partin this
life ia the promise of that which we are
to have in fullness and perfectness in
the world to come.--Becker,

LA i

Tre Bisre.—Book of books! deep,
wonderful mine, whose shaft ages have
traversed and will yet traveres! Holy
linenge roll, displeyiny the record of
the internal unfolding of tie rece of
man f{rom the hour of Lis birth ; gigan-
tic drama of life’s beginning mu'l; end !
Drama with dark episodes and bloody
scenes, but whose mornings are in light,
which commences with man’s infanoy,
and ends where he Legins a new life af-
ter death ond the grave. Ilistery of
histories ! How often have I descended
into its depths !

Vinrue,"alone, is happiuess below.

The Déeath of Mrs, Moore.

On September 4th, at Sloperton Cut-
tage, Mra. Moore, widow of the late
Thomas Moore, Esq., nuthor of *“Laila
Rockh,” aged sixty-eight. This is an
announcement that one of the last roses
of o glorious summer hab at length dis-
nppesred. Few are now left of the
brilliant company who adorned the ear-
Iy part of the mineteenth century, and
whosge names are famous in our litera-
ture, Among theso names none is or
will be held in more kindly remembrance
than that of the lady whom the poet
Moore gave his heart. Moore not only
loved her—he was prowd of bher, and it
is delightful to see in his letters and in
his diaries with what eagerness hesound-
ed her praises. Ile writes to Lis moth-
erin 1813 :

“You cannot imagine what a sonsa-
tion Bessy excited at the bal the other
night. She was prettily dressed and
certninly looked very beautiful. I nev-
er saw 8o wuch admiration excited, It
strilics overy hody almost that sees her,
how like the form and expression of her
faee are to Catalani's I"?

And so through all his letters and

Journals he 15 never tired of referring

to her—quoting what she said and re-
cording how she was ndmired, He mar-
vied herin 1811, and her bhistory is
summed up in thiz one phrase—that she
wos the delight of Lis life, Sho does
not appesr tn oceupy o grest place in
his peotry ; but it is one of the curious
traits of many n poet that he is excited
to sing less by t‘m reol mistress of hig
heart than Ly some lmoginary heroine
or by evme heauty that Kindles n pass-
ing {lawe. Mirs, Moore was not o Les-
big, nor o Bestrice, nor a Laura, nor a
Highland Mary, destined in song to
live forever, but os wmuch a8 any of
these, if not more, she wos u poct’s
illl»‘,’.
Bhe died ot 8 o’clock on the morning
of Monday lost. Bhe was sensible to
the lust; she knaw that she was dying ;
and she said that she was ];u] . ~he
was the last that rewained to us of the
Moore fumily, snd now that she has
departed, we begin to count with sad-
noss how wany links are there lefe to
conueot the present generation of letters
vith the pust,—[Loudon Times, Sept.
Bl
i
A Grand National Curiosity.

Several of our citizens rewurned last
week [rom o vigit to the Great Sunken
lnke, situated in Cnzeade mountaing,
ahout seventy-live miles north-enst from
Jueksonville. This leke rivals the fams
cus valley of Sinbad the sailor. It is
thought to average 2,000 feet down to
the water all rouad. The walls are aluost
perpendicuiar, running down into the
water and leaving no beach, The
depih of the water is urkoown, and its
surface is smoih end unruflied, as it
lics 5o far below  tho surface of the
mouitain thut the air currents do not
aifect it, Its length is estimated at
twelve milea, and its width at ten.
There is un igland in its conter having
trees upon it.  No living man ever has,
and probably never will, LLO able to reach
the water’e edie. 1t lies silent, still
and wysterion, inthe bosom of the
“overlasting hill,” liken huge well
scoped out by the hands of the giant
genii of the mouutains, in the unknown
sges gone by, and around it the prime-
val forests watch and ward are keeping.
‘Lhe visiting party fired o rifle sever-
el tiwzs iuto the water, ot an angle of
forty-five degrees, and were able to note
seyveral seconds of time from tha report
of the gun until the bell struck the wa-
tev. Hueh eeoms imvvedible, lut is
vouched for Ly sowo of our wost relia-
ble citizens, The lakois certainly a
most remarkable curiogity.—[Juekson-
ville (Oragon) Sentinel.

—— —
ALntaaror's Nest.—These nests re-
vesemble hayeocks four feet high, and
Live in diameter ot their base, being
constructed with grass and herbage.
First they deposit one layer of eggs on
a floor of mortar, and having covered
this with a cecond stratum, of mud and
herbage cight inches thick, lay auother
sct of cggs upon that, and soon to the
top, there being generally from one to
two hundred eggs in the nest. With
their tuils they then beat down sround
the nest the dense grass and reeds five
feot high to prevent the approach of un-
seen encmies, The female watches her
eggs until they are nll hatched by the
lheut of the sun, and then she takes her
brood under her own care, defending

them and providing for their subsis-
tence.

“You'sE a man of ﬁguru,” said the

mathematicisn to to the daucing master,



